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>l FEW days ago I was walkine lisüesBly in St. Marft Ghorohyard. 
C7 It was growíQg duak, and whüst I rtroUed np and down aloog the 
Bonth Me of the chorch the wind was whistUng monrnfallv among the 
irfxinacleB and bnttreaBes. As I apfhoached the low wall that boimded 
my promenade eastward I stopped awhile to gaze at the dnll leaden aky, 
and the swedling ever-ohangüig sea» whoae orested wares in qnlck ano- 
oeasion broke npon the ru^rged ahore, throwing their f eatheiy spnj high 
into the air. I had remained aome time in a medltatiTe mood when J 
thonght I heard a voioe behind me— a low wailing aonnd, and yet dÍ8- 
tinct ; it Borelv was not the wind ? My attention waa diieeted to the 
oíd Btone, the iragment from St. Anthony'B Chapel, whioh was hnddled 
in a comer against one of the battiesses. I went towards it. TesI 
indeed this stone speaks. I oame nearer still— I was conTinoed— and 
this is what I heard :— 



E men of Alvem, men of Clare, 
Of Chyandour, and eveiywhere 
From north to south, from east to west, 

Within this ancient borough blest, 

Most favoured of Mount*s Bay's expanse, 

Ye men of my beloved Penzance ! 

What have I done that thus you spum 

My poor remains which served your tum ? 

Why am I so lightly treated, 

Pushed aside, deluded, cheated, 

Robbéd of honour strictly due 

To me as having fostered you ? 
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Can I forget how I was thrust 

Forth from my home — laid in the dust ? 

Do you disdain me, oh mine own ? 

Such thought would break a heart of stone — 

It cannot be, else mine were broken, 

'Tis but that I have never spoken. 

Since streams have murmured with less cause, 

And willows whispered, shall I pause 

When telegraphic wires raise 

Hannonious tones in plaintive lays, 

Or wail their woes in piercing shriek 

Whilst doors and windows whine and squeak, — 

When chiínneys groan and signboards creak 

Why need I hesitate to speak ? 

A house has uttered its petition, — 

Stone may be moved by sad condition ; 

My griefs no longer will I hide, 

The winds shall waft them far and wide, 

Then, ere I fret my heart away. 

Oh listen, listen, to my lay. 



All wrinkled, wom, and white with age, 

I tell of days of yore, 
A wreck, yet still the title-page 

To your historie lore. 
What scenes have I beheld, ah me ! 

What mem'ries round me throng, 
And back full many a century 

My thoughts are borne along, 
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Back to the days when I was sought 

By físhennen of oíd 
To be their Patrón, and I thought 

'Twas love could ne'er grow cold. 
My presence such good influence threw 

On them and all around, 
That soon this headland fair they view 

In light of holy ground. 
Thus ''Holy Ifead'' becomes its ñame, 

A sweet inherítance, 
Which meaning in their tongue the same 

Was called, and is, Penzance, 
And I am all that now is left 

Of good Saint Anthony, 
The founder of this town, bereft 

Of place and sympathy. 
There's not a street in fair Penzance 

That by my ñame is known, 
There's not a spot where'er I glance 

That I can cali mine own. 
Time was when I was housed and held 

In honour and esteem ; 
Round me in clouds sweet incensé swelled. 

And tapers lent their gleam. 
Time was when I a chapel had, 

And goodly men there were 
Who sometimes grave, and sometimes glad, 

Would oft assemble there, 
To ask a blessing on their toil 

Ere casting forth a net, 
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Or bless the giver of the spoil 

When foot on land was set. 
Then wives and children quickly carne 

Within my dimlit shrine, 
Where twinkled soon each tiny flame 

That told of hearts benign. 
Ah I happy is the memory, 

And sweet to me the theme, 
Recalling such simplicity 

In life*s absorbing dream. 
For full six hundred years IVe seen 

The ocean ebb and flow ; 
IVe watched it steal upon the Green, 

Or dash like angry foe. 
IVe watched my village grow and rise 

Into a ** trading port," — 
** A place of ships and merchandise," 

With market, fair, and fort ; 
For which the lady Alice made 

Petition to the crown, 
And blest be she who fírst éssáyed 

To benefít the town. 
Tve watched my busy port advance 

In merchandise and barter, 
Till bltíff King Hal cries "faith Penzance 

Is worthy of a charter." 
I saw the pírate Spaniard sail 

Into this goodly bay, 
Whilst panic spread o'er hill and vale, 

"Tis fate" the people say. 
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And then, alas ! ah woeful sight ! 

My town in ashes laid, 
All wrecked and robbed, in piteous plight, 

With no resistance made. 
I saw it from its ruins rise 

E'en fairer than before ; 
I saw it grow to greater síze, 

And prosper more and more. 
Then James, most mighty prince and high, 

By seal and attestation 
This "ancient vill" did dignify 

With mayor and corporation. 
And merry Charles gave honours new — 

But why prolong this strain ? 
Enough, that as your glory grew 

So mine was on the wane. 
'Tis not that other saints have place 

Which makes me aught the sadder, 
But that when climbed to better case 

You kick away the ladder. 
St. John, St. Mary, and St. Clare, 

St. Michael, James, and Paul, 
Are not forgotten here and there 

In terrace, street, or hall. 
In spirit o'er my town I roam, 

But all is new to me, 
From Maiys toVr to Market dome 

'Tis not what used to be. 
Shades of Le Grice and Tremenheere ! 

What melodies are these 



8 VOX LAPIDIS. 



That pealing forth so loud and clear 

Are borne upon the breeze ? 
Those Eventng Bells I love full well, 

And Scotland*s Bells so Blue^ 
But Home sweei Home 'twere vain to tell 

The love I feel for you. 
And £rín*s latest Summer Rose 

Will surely be for aye 
With saints and martyrs — which of those 

Was Barbara Alian, pray ? 
The railway whistle's startling screech, 

The steamboat's hideous howl, 
Seem pitted often each 'gainst each 

Whilst cabs make constant growl. 
But why this ceaseless rumbling sound, 

This roll of many wheels ? 
Sure half Penzance has weakness found 

In ankles, toes^ or heels. 
No more with careful devious tread 

Need dames in pattens amble, 
Ñor need the tallow taper shed 

A light on midnight ramble. 
No gardens now half cross the street, 

Where trees made pleasant rustle ; 
The very comers must retreat 

For business, boil, and bustle. 
I'd swear that this were not Penzance 

Did I not watch the change, 
Whilst progress, nithless in advance, 

Sweeps clean within its range. 
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Are these indeed my streets ? I vow 

I miss the ancient proofs : 
Where are the gabled honses now, 

The overhanging roofs 
And casements casting gráteful shades ? 

And where the jutting steps, 
The balconies and balustrades, 

The pórticos and heps ? 
Where are the buildings oíd and quaint 

With quoins and chimne3rs queer ? 
Such scenes as artists love to paint. 

And nooks that I held dear ? 
All, all, are gone, and I must bow 
I Like them to cruel fate ; 

I linger in the churchyard now 

Forlom and out of date. 
My day is done — but if forsooth 

Dull doubt my form enshrouds, 
Yet still I shadow forth the truth, 

And point beyond the clouds. 
Some wonder why in holy ground 

I seem left in the lurch, 
Where all the rest that I have found 

Is leaning on the church. 
On me the school-boy vents his iré, 

And kicks as on he nishes ; 
'Gainst me the plumber lights his fíre, 

The painter tríes his brushes. 
Will no one raise a hand to save 
The fragment that is left ? 
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Then give, oh give me bnt a grave 

If I'm of friends bereft. 
Some scoff at me, or pass me by 

Without a further thought ; 
Some look, and think, but only sigh, — 

And sighing goes for naught. 
Some wonder what I am, or say 

I'm but a block of stone, — 
'Ti3 trae, I am, ah well a day I 

Unheeded and unknown ; 
From Ludgvan's rock hewn long ago, 

When saints were Comwall's glory, 
But can yon in this borough show 

A stone with such a story ? 
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NOTES. 



7^ Chapel of SU Anthony was situated on the rising 
ground near the southern extremity of the headland on ivhich 
Penzance now stands, and surrounded by a few físhermen's 
cottages formed the nucleus of the town, which at present ís 
the most populous and perhaps the most progressive m 
Comwall. After being long used as a ñsh cellar it was 
fínally demolished early in this century, when the stone allu- 
ded to, which once occupied a prominent position within the 
chapel and which had a figure rudely carved upon it, was 
thrown aside and received much ill-uáage, but the mutilated 
renains were eventually removed to St Mary's Churchyard. 
It is probably a cross of a type not unfrequently met with in 
this county, though it has been said the figure represented 
St Anthony.* 

Alvem or Alverton, St, 'Clare^ and Chyandour^ are the 
ñames of the districts that bound Penzance on the west, 
north, and east respectively. 

"^ hoiise has uttered its petüion^^ — "The petition of 
an oíd uninhabited house in Penzance to its master in town ** 
(by the Rev. Charles Valentine Le Grice) was published in 
i8ii. 

** Thus Holy Head becomes its ñame." Penzance, origi- 
nally written Pensans, signifies in the Comish language 
Holy Head, or Headland. I'en, a head, and sans, holy. 
The arms of the Town— St. John the Baptist*s Head in a 
charger — were aptly chosen as exemplifying the ñame, and 
cali to remembrance the Knights of St. John of Jerusalem, 
who formerly had certain rights over the town and distríct. 

* For faller porticnlars see " Penzance : Past and Pre$enif^* 
Part I. p. 5, Part n. pp. 7 to 13. 
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Altee De Lisie, Lady of the Manor of Alverton, sister 
and heiress of the second and last Barón Tyes, and wife of 
Waríne De Lisie, in the year 1332 petitioned Edward III. 
for a weekly Markd to be held at Penzance, together with 
an annual Fair of seven days continnance at St. Peteras tide. 

The oldest charter in the possession of the Corporation 
of Penzance is that granted by Henry VIII., dated i6th 
'March, 15 12. It alludes to the quay and bulwarks of the 
town. 

On the 23rd July, 1595, four Spanish galleys appeared 
in Mount's Bay, and landed two hundred men, who fired 
Paul Church, Penzance, and Newlyn. The inhabitants did 
not offer any resistance, believing it was the fulfílment of an 
ancient prophecy which said — 

'* There shall land on the rock of Merlin 
Those that shall bum Paul, Penzance, and Newlyn." 

The charter which incorporates Penzance as a Borough 
was granted by James I. It is dated 9th May, 1614, and is 
a rather bulky document of four skins. 

The coynage charter was granted by Charles II. i8th 
August, 1663. 

The ñames of well-known airs, in italics, p. 8, will be 
recognised as the secular tunes played by the Carillón at 
St. Mary's Church. 
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